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	1. Guy Talk

**Feel the Tears, Lose the Fears**

**Chapter 1: Guy Talk**

**A/N: While Raphael seeks out Magnus for help for his escalating feelings for Simon, Clary employs Alec to find out what's wrong with him. Takes place after Valentine is defeated. **

* * *

><p>Raphael didn't ask for favors. He didn't associate with any other than his fellow vampires, which was more over the fact that they needed each other to survive rather than true friendship and he certainly didn't like to talk to shadowhunters anymore than he had to, so when he found himself headed to the High Warlock's place. Dressed in a simple dark gray suit and wine red shirt, he took a deep, unneeded breath (hello, he was dead) and knocked on the door. There was some rustling and Magnus Bane in all of his glittering glory opened the door.<p>

"Hello" said Raphael simply. Magnus narrowed his dark rimmed eyes in recognition.

"Raphael. You're here. Why?" asked the warlock coolly, but Raphael could sense his magic protectively curling around his fingers.

"Relax warlock, I'm not here to kill" said Raphael irritably. Magnus cocked his head like a lost puppy.

"And then why are you here?" questioned the warlock curiously.

"I need your help on a matter only you have experience with" said Raphael stiffly

"Which is…?" said Magnus, pressing on

"It's hard to explain" said Raphael

"Come in and explain. I'll bring cocktails!" said Magnus cheerily; feeling much more safe now that he knew the Latino vampire wasn't trying to score a snack.

* * *

><p>"So, start at the beginning" said Magnus, studying him carefully. He was sitting rather comfortably in his couch, facing the vampire who was sitting back rigid and straight. He obviously wasn't here to share pleasantries.<p>

"It's not exactly a long story. Camille and I tried to bargain Simon for the Mortal Cup. But then Camille decided to have a snack and that irritating boy became one of us-"

Magnus chuckled lightly.

"He is quite mouthy" agreed the warlock. Sure, he didn't hate Simon necessarily but the boy's mouth ran far too fast for him to keep up sometimes. He stirred his drink lightly.

"Then I had the shadowhunters rescue Simon-"

"Ah, from what my dear Alexander informed me, you _specifically_ helped" pointed out Magnus. Raphael narrowed his eyes.

"Yes…I helped" he added tightly

"Then he started to lurk around the hotel so I kept him away. But then he just HAD to get himself killed" said Raphael.

"You also helped Clary bring him back, am I correct?" asked Magnus

"Yes"

"And you clearly didn't have to. You also outright let him join the Night Children" said Magnus

"I needed him-"

"As proof that Camille broke the Accords or because you liked keeping him around?" asked Magnus

Raphael gave him a long drawn out stare and simple replied "Both"

"What exactly do you like about him?" asked Magnus

"That's the part I don't get" said Raphael.

* * *

><p>Clary wasn't very perceptive when it came to Simon. Sure, she knew a lot about him, but she wasn't very skilled at reading his emotions. But clearly, Simon was troubled. After her father had been dealt with and the Mortal Cup was no longer making his army, Simon had taken to disappearing for days on end and returning as if nothing had happened. He refused to talk to her about what had him on edge, but she noticed that his closed off attitude heavily mirrored Alec. Said Shadowhunter had become more relaxed and cheerful ever since he'd accepted his true feelings, but he was still shy and not very close to Clary. They had been working on it, they could hold a conversation without trading underhanded insults and Isabelle even rewarded him with a cookie for his efforts. She hoped he could understand Simon better than she could.<p>

"Hey Clary, what's up?" asked Alec, a bit lost as Clary entered his room.

"I need to ask you a question" said Clary simply

"About?"

"Boys" said Clary. Alec raised an eyebrow and remarked.

"Still not over the incest scare?" said Alec

"It's Simon" said Clary. What a relief it had been for both of them to discover they were not related at all, but simply a cruel ploy by Valentine to make Jace become what he was.

"What about Simon?"

"He's been moody, quiet, doesn't talk to me and honestly being kind of a man bitch" said Clary. Alec suppressed a laugh. Simon was always kind of a man bitch, _especially_ for Clary, but he refrained from saying so.

"Alright"

"Basically, kind of like you" said Clary. Alec gave her his trademark unamused glare when Clary quickly added.

"Before you got with Magnus I mean! You're fine now and not so…."

"Uptight?" asked Alec. Magnus always told him to relax, but after years of basically being trained to be a supernatural soldier, it was only natural that relaxation was the last thing in his mind.

"Basically" offered Clary

"Ok, so what am I supposed to do about it?"

* * *

><p>"Goddamn it" snarled Alec about 6 hours later. He found himself coerced by the redheaded Shadowhunter to "spend time with him" and have "guy talk". He wrinkled his nose in disgust. He didn't <em>do<em> guy talk. He killed demons and monsters for a living. Simon wasn't providing much joy in their dinner: he was sipping on blood (gross) and wasn't even bothering trying to keep the conversation going. Sure, they were in a rather rundown pizza joint in New York where there were barely any mundanes, but he would have expected more discretion from Simon. They sat in the far corner, occasionally munching on pizza and sipping their drinks when Alec had enough of the awkward silence.

"Fuck it, I'm done" thought Alec. His piercing eyes stared down Simon and he asked.

"What. Is. Your. Deal" he asked. Simon regarded him with wide eyes, scared of the elder Lightwood.

"I don't-" he stammered

"Being pessimistic and gloomy was my thing. So either you're trying really hard to look cool so Clary pays you more attention or you-"

"I like Raphael!" blurted out Simon stupidly. Both vampire and Shadowhunter stood in awkward silence before Alec cleared his throat and cooled off.

"I was going to say maybe being immortal finally hit you, but in retrospect, that makes slight more sense" said the Shadowhunter.

"You can't tell anyone!" pleaded Simon. Alec saw himself in a similar position: if it were him confessing his attraction to either Jace or Magnus, then he would have been swearing Simon to secrecy. However, he wasn't that person anymore, so he offered Simon a rare but genuine smile.

"Simon it's ok-"

"Not it's not! I can deal with fangs and fairies and all that, but not with screwing that asshole!" whined Simon pathetically, covering his head with his arms. Alec burst out laughing at that remark.

"What!?" yelped Simon

"If its Raphael, I highly doubt you're the one who will do the screwing" he chuckled.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Review and rate if you enjoyed**


	2. Conflict of Advice

**Feel the Tears, Lose the Fears**

**Chapter 2: Conflict of Advice**

* * *

><p>"I've never had a…attraction to boys" said Raphael. Magnus snorted disdainfully.<p>

"Well now you do" said Magnus matter of factly. "Are you afraid of what others will say or afraid of opening yourself to someone?" asked the warlock. He had been in a similar position himself.

"I don't care what others say, brujo. But I haven't let anyone in, I'm not sure I can" said Raphael worriedly.

"There was someone you let in assume?" asked Magnus. His eyes widened and briefly flickered yellow

"Of course…Camille" he whispered. Raphael lowered his gaze away from the warlock. He couldn't face him. Sure, they were friends, as Magnus helped Raphael when he was still a newborn vampire, but this weakness was something he'd shared with no one except himself.

"Not exactly. Esa perra..." he snarled, his tone laced with rage and shame.

"When Valentine was captured, the shadowhunters went after her when word got out she was feeding on mundanes in the upper east side. Our clan went after her as well, as we felt it was more of our responsibility than it was for the shadowhunters. She had someone helping her, because we were all separated" said Raphael, the memories of that night 5 weeks ago returning.

_He was dressed in pure black to blend in with the night. Sniffing the air, he tried to focus on Camille, but it was as if her perfume was split into 3 separate ways. Out of irritation, he barked at his group to search left and right while he went forward alone. What a stupid choice that had been._

_By the time he'd reached the source of the scent, the rain had begun to fall heavily, soaking him. His perfectly combed hair hung in long dark strands in front of him and he ran his hand through it to slick it back. In the time he took to wipe the hair away from his eyes, a thin figure dressed in a hooded black trench coat stood in front of him. _

_He recognized those stylish heels anywhere. He surged at the woman, fangs sprouting and fury thundering his ears. _

_He only heard the other woman at the last moment and felt his eyes roll back and his knees buckle as his hand failed to grab Camille. As his consciousness was swallowed whole, he saw Camille lower her hood and shake her long dark hair loose. Her eyes looked at Raphael briefly before she withdrew a wad of cash to the woman behind and threw it. _

"_You've done well, for a mundane witch" said Camille. Raphael fought against his body, trying to remain awake. _

"_C-Can I go now?" asked the witch pitifully_

"_Yes. Get out of my sight" said the vampire, shooing her away. Raphael heard her leave frantically, fleeing for her life before the vampire noticed him._

"_Don't worry Raphael my darling, the spell won't last. Now be a good puppy and play dead" said Camille, snarling as she finished speaking and slammed her heel into Raphael's face and knocked him out._

"She planned the whole thing. Took me back to her hideout" said Raphael.

"What did she do to you?" asked Magnus sadly.

"3 days. She did…things…to me. Everything she could think of" said Raphael, unwilling to face the warlock still. He was Raphael Santiago, for fucks sake. He didn't accept pity from anyone, not even the High Warlock of Brooklyn.

"Did she…rape-"

"Yes" said Raphael dully. He felt the prickle of tears in the corner of his eyes but his pride wouldn't allow them to fall, so he looked upwards as if to force them away. That horrible word lingered in his skull and reverberated into every corner of his undead brain.

"She managed to get silver cuffs and she used them on me so I couldn't escape. Then the shadowhunters came and in her panic to flee, she left the key behind"

"Alec told me they found some kind of torture room, but you fled before they came"

"I wasn't going to let them find me like that. I didn't want their help" spat Raphael. Magnus understood him: he was a prideful person who hated asking for help, sure it was a flaw, but an understandable one at that.

"She ruined me. It was 3 days. Just 3 days. I nearly killed a mundane while I was trying to get back to the hotel because I thought he was her" said Raphael.

"You're afraid you're going to hurt Simon?" asked Magnus. Raphael had been tortured for 3 whole days: the damage had been done to him. He was never going to be exactly the same.

"How can I prove I have feelings for him?" asked Raphael painfully

"Love is amazing in that way Raphael. You think it's all about kissing and sex but it's far deeper than that" said Magnus. He took a long sip of his cocktail.

"When I first met Alec, he was trying to deal with his own personal demons. I was just there for him, whenever he needed me. And it paid off in the long run. I didn't make any advances because he would have just run away"

"Then what should I do?" asked Raphael

"You should start off slow. If he _does_ like you, I'm sure Simon will understand your wishes to not rush things. Besides, you're immortal. Time is on your side" said Magnus with a small smile.

* * *

><p>Elsewhere, Simon and Alec were walking back to the Institute in the dead of night. It was cutting it close to sunrise and, if they weren't supernatural creatures, walking in New York this late at night would have been risky.<p>

"So how have you and Magnus been doing?" asked Simon after a few minutes.

"We've been…okay" said Alec. Guy talk be dammed, he wasn't going to admit he was scared shitless he was going to screw up, or that Magnus would still be young and wrinkle free when he would be 80.

"Doesn't sound like okay" said Simon doubtfully

"Well you're not doing so great either" retorted the shadowhunter

"So you really think being upfront with how I feel is the best way?" asked Simon

"You were there at the wedding. Sometimes, actions speak louder than words" shrugged Alec. He wasn't positive it would work for Simon's case but it worked for him and Magnus didn't it?

"Well okay…I'll do it" said Simon cheerfully

"Well that was easy" said Alec, relieved

"What was?" asked Simon dumbfounded.

"Clary wanted to know what was up with you so she-" began Alec before Simon smacked his head with his hand in exasperation.

Simon groaned in mild irritation.

"Of course…well don't tell her I…like Raphael. Just tell her I've been homesick from my mom or whatever. Just…anything but Raphael" said Simon

"Okay, so you're making a move on Raphael but you don't want to let her know? Why?" asked Alec confused.

"Because I like her too okay! I think Clary and my mind goes to beautiful, amazing, smart-"

"And with Raphael?" interjected the raven haired hunter

"Loyal, handsome, really nice as-" continued Simon, earning a disgusted look from Alec

"Nope, nope I'm going to stop you there, I really don't want to know" cringed Alec, raising a palm as they finally reached the Institute.

"Look, I know you still kind of hate me-"

"Yup, accurate" said Alec deadpanned. It was a lie, he considered Simon was more of necessary annoyance because of Clary but he didn't outright _hate_ him.

"-but thanks for being my gay buddy. Or mentor. My gay mentor" said Simon, earning a groan.

"God Simon shut up, okay okay, you're welcome I'm able to give you gay advice but for the love of god, shut up" said Alec. Simon grinned and gave him a hug, far too fast for Alec to stop him. Alec stood still for a minute but returned it, albeit stiffly. God, mundanes were so obsessed with being physical.

"Bye!" said Simon, vanishing as he ran back to the Hotel as fast as he could. Alec sighed and turned to see Clary looking at him from the doors of the Institute. The red haired half angel gave him a smirk as Alec approached her.

"Don't let Magnus see that, he might get jealous" she said. Alec rolled his eyes.

* * *

><p>Back the Hotel, everyone was getting ready for bed, most vampires already in their coffins. Raphael strode in, tired and hungry, and poured himself some AB negative and drank the blood down in a gulp, trying to think about what Magnus said when he heard a noise. Turning, he saw Simon walk in the room. He stopped for a few minutes and then a look of determination settled on the fledgling's face.<p>

"Simon, I need a-" began Raphael, standing up from the couch, but the fledgling ignored him, rushed to him and tried to land a kiss on him.

"_It's not like you don't enjoy it" snarled Camille's voice._

And then suddenly Raphael was in her torture room, barely wearing anything and at the mercy of Camille. The metal cuffs were on his wrists, he couldn't escape, he just had to endure Camille touching him everywhere-

With a strangled cry, Raphael punched Camille as hard as he could. With no cuffs to drain his strength and hold him back, the punch connected to something soft and sent it flying into a table, reducing it to splinters. Raphael blinked and saw he punched _Simon_, not Camille. He wasn't being tortured, he was in the hotel.

By the time Simon looked up, the leader of the vampires had fled his sight.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: **

**Spanish to English for my non Spanish readers:**

**Brujo: Warlock **

**Esa perra: That bitch**

**As before, review and rate if you enjoyed, maybe share with fans. More reviews: more chapters**


	3. Small Steps

**Feel the Tears, Lose the Fears**

**Chapter 3: Small Steps**

* * *

><p>Simon was so depressed the next few days Clary was truly worried he was going to walk into the sun. After the Shadow World had been saved from Valentine, Clary had made it her mission to have Alec, Jace, Izzy and Simon hang out and do normal things of people their age: go to parks, eat lunch together, go to clubs, etc.<p>

Simon denied all of her requests to hang out with him. Jace seemed to notice her when, once again, he knocked her down during training.

"Clary, is there something wrong?" asked the blonde as he helped her up.

"Simon. He's been ignoring me and acting worse" said Clary worriedly.

"Didn't Alec have that guy talk with him?"

"Yeah, but maybe that's not what he needed" said Clary.

* * *

><p>Alec yawned widely as he slid out of bed, stretching his sore muscles. Blinking, he stumbled into the kitchen to find Magnus preparing breakfast.<p>

"Well good morning Alexander. I was afraid I would have to wake you up, you were sleeping like you were dead!" said Magnus, snapping his fingers and causing a plate of freshly made food to appear in front of his angelic boyfriend. Smirking, Alec took a bite.

"I'll leave being dead to the vampires" said Alec wittly.

"Speaking of vampires, you'll never guess who came over yesterday!" said Magnus

"Who?"

"Raphael. And he wasn't here for magic either. He wanted advice on how to deal with his not so little crush on Simon" said Magnus, materializing his own food and sitting in front of Alec

Alec raised an eyebrow.

"And what advice did you give him?" asked Alec

"Approach him slowly and tell him how he felt when he felt ready" said Magnus. Alec was his boyfriend but there was no way he'd tell him Raphael's secrets. Those were his to divulge if he chose to. Alec groaned.

"Damn it"

"What is it?" asked Magnus. He looked at the food

"Did I mess up the-"

"I just told Simon the other day to be upfront with Raphael! He likes him too! For some really weird reason" said Alec. Frankly, he didn't understand Simon liking Raphael. Vampires were such a turn off to him. But now he felt worried, because Clary had been whining (more than usual) about how Simon was ignoring her.

Magnus' eyes went wide.

"Oh dear, I don't mean to insult you but I do think we messed up" fretted Magnus

"Well at least it's established that they mutually have something for each other. That's good" continued the warlock.

"And they are both immortal" said Alec, a bit bitter as he stabbed his bacon. Magnus narrowed his eyes.

"Alec, are you still worried about that?" asked Magnus gently, taking his hand.

"Yeah I am. I don't want you to see me die. I don't want you to be alone again" said Alec

"You won't okay. There's always a way" said Magnus

"Would you give up being immortal?" asked Alec quietly.

"Yes" said the warlock, with no hesitation

* * *

><p>Raphael had a horrible day. He tossed and turned aimlessly in his coffin, flashes of Camille swimming in his mind's eye. He ended up punching his mirror when, in panic, he thought the vampiress behind. He smashed a statue near him and pounded the once delicate face into dust. Was this his life? To be forever haunted by Camille and unable to be intimate with anyone? He felt tears of frustration fall as he clenched his hair. He just wanted to be okay again.<p>

A knock rang loud in Raphael's door. The vampire looked at it, ready to kill the vampire behind it when he heard him.

"Raphael?" asked a small voice

Raphael didn't answer

"Raphael…please let me in. I'm sorry okay! I'm sorry I got attached to you. I didn't plan this! I didn't want Clary to be some demonic slayer in black, I didn't want to be turned…I'm trying so hard to deal with everything" said Simon. Raphael looked at the barrier between them: a simple door which Simon could easily rip off. He was a vampire after all. But he didn't dare to.

"I'll leave you okay? I'll go somewhere if I'm that bad. I was wrong to think you were gay" said Simon

"Well no, I'm bisexual" retorted Raphael quickly, words leaving his mouth before he could stop them.

Simon chuckled.

"I guess we're on the same boat then"

"I…apologize for yesterday. I don't hate you. Not that much anyways. But I want my personal space" said Raphael.

"Okay. Maybe we can have dinner together?" asked Simon. Raphael pondered the idea.

"When"

"2 hours?" asked Simon.

"Okay. I'll be there" said Raphael. A surge of determination surged through him: he couldn't, no he wouldn't let Camille destroy his future.

"Okay and Raph?" asked Simon. Raphael chose to ignore the nickname he detested and asked.

"Yes?"

"If you're going through something…you can tell me okay? It doesn't have to be now, or during dinner. When you want to, I want you to tell me" said Simon. Something warm spread through Raphael's undead body but he chose to ignore it

"Make sure our dinner is up to my standards Simon. If you even think of feeding me McDonalds again, I will end you" said Raphael. It had been a disastrous idea of Simon to forcibly feed Raphael that fast food and as such, he spat it out in his face. Simon had, hopefully, learned his lesson.

* * *

><p>Raphael descended into one of the more isolated rooms in the hotel to find Simon waiting for him. The room was vacant except for the simple rectangular table in front of them bearing two bloody steaks, two glasses of blood and a chilled bottle of wine. Raphael had a love of wine with blood, something Simon remembered. He didn't know if it was because the room's lights were possibly not working or he was aiming for a romantic angle, but a large white candle was between the two plates, giving the dinner a soft gold glow. Simon had even put effort into his appearance: he wasn't wearing his usual geeky t shirt and worn jeans and opted for a dark blue dress shirt, black slacks and shoes and even, cologne, as Raphael could smell. It was light enough to not nauseate him, so he briefly sniffed it.<p>

"Nice cologne" he greeted. Simon gave him a dorky smile.

"Thanks. You look nice" he offered.

"Thank you. Shall we?" said Raphael. Simon nodded frantically and sat down opposite of Raphael.

"This looks acceptable" said Raphael haughtily, taking the blood and sipping it.

"And fresh too" he said, pleased. He loved O negative. Simon was smiling so much he felt unsettled.

"Stop that" he said pointedly.

"Yeah! Sorry um, yeah!" he said awkwardly, focusing on cutting his steak.

They spent the better half of the meal in silence, with the occasional small talk. It wasn't really about making conversation, they were merely satisfied with being in each other's presence. As they finished, Simon cleared his throat.

"I sort of have a surprise" he said. Raphael cocked his head adorably.

"And that would be….?

"Well first, please don't get mad but I might have um…stolen your phone" said Simon with a grin. Raphael looked at him murderously.

"Simon, I swear to God-"

"I had the purest intentions!" said Simon, waving his arms to fend off the anger. He sped out of the room and returned with a large Spanish guitar. Raphael looked at him curiously before Simon began to strum a familiar song. He turned his seat to face him in awe as Simon started to sing.

"_I could lose my heart tonight….if you don't turn and walk away_

_Cause the way I feel I might, lose control and let you stay_

_Cause I could take you in my arms_

_And never let go_"

Maybe it was how Simon touched that guitar, or how his voice perfectly harmonized with the chords but Raphael swore, even for a minute, that his heart beat once. He watched in awe as Simon gained confidence in the song. Simon approached him, but kept his distance as he whispered in a husky tone.

"_Siempre estoy sonando en ti_

_Besando mis labios, acariciando mi piel_

_Abrazandome con ansias locas_

_Imaginando que me amas_

_Como yo podia amar a ti_"

Emotion radiated through Simon like an invisible aura and he backed up as the song came to a close.

"_I could fall in love_

_I could fall in love with you baby_

_I could fall…fall in love with you_"

Raphael remained still in his seat, processing the serenade. Fear spread through Simon's body as doubt plagued his mind but then Raphael stood up and approached him. The ghosts of that night couldn't hurt him now and he banished the thoughts as Simon, terrified, put the guitar down and began to babble.

"Raph, I'm so-" but then Simon couldn't speak, because he was busy kissing Raphael. The vampire held him by his face, his cool fingers slightly tugging at Simon's soft hair. Simon returned the kiss, savoring every moment, Raphael's scent and feeling his heart burst with joy. If it could beat, it would be practically vibrating. Finally, after what seemed like years, Raphael stepped back

"Never take my phone again" warned the vampire playfully

"I might not hold you to that promise" said Simon. Who needed the sun when Simon's smile was brighter than any star could wish to be, thought Raphael. Simon had done the impossible: impress him. He sat back down, slightly more somber and looked at Simon.

"You opened yourself to me when I pushed you away. Gracias. Lo necisitaba mas de lo que pense" said Raphael. He looked at Simon, his eyes shining.

"I'm ready to tell you what happened"

* * *

><p>Whatever joy Simon felt was gone. His mind was a blank rage and he stomped out of the room, searching for his phone. He needed weapons. He called Clary and was surprised how fast his friend responded.<p>

"Simon, thank God, are you-"

"I'm fine. Tell me where Camille-" he started before Raphael cut him off by taking the phone and hanging up on Clary.

"Give it back!" snarled Simon.

"You aren't thinking straight okay! You think confronting her alone is going to be any good?" asked Raphael, eyes bulging out of their sockets. Simon started to walk for the door.

"Dios mio, para de ser tan imaduro, she'll kill you!" he said, voice cracking as he turned around and furiously glared at Simon. Simon struggled fighting back angry tears.

"She hurt you. She touched you and…and…"

"Yes. What she did is unforgivable. But I'm not losing you to her. We stop her, we stop her together. With a plan"

"And a blowtorch" snarled Simon.

"I wouldn't oppose to that" chuckled Raphael, despite the situation. Simon's face relaxed.

"I just want to avenge you okay?"

"I understand. But think things through okay?"

Simon's phone began to ring and he answered it. It was Clary.

"I don't know where she is exactly, but according to Jace, there's been a lot of people missing around some old factory. Some of the kids that tried to break in stated they saw a woman take one of their friends. Could be our fellow bat bitch"

"That's great Clary, thanks" said Simon

"But Simon, you're not taking her alone. If you're going, so am I" said the shadowhunter, leaving no room for discussion.

"Relax Merida, I don't plan it either" drawled Raphael, loud enough to let Clary hear.

"Good…I'll come over tomorrow night and we can make a plan" said Clary.

"Sounds good. Also, bring a blowtorch" said Simon

"Simon, I'm pretty sure the Institute doesn't have a blowtorch lying around" said Clary

"Well, we're going to need one for Camille" said Simon.

"Easy, tiger. Just come over tomorrow. How do you take your blood?" asked Raphael

"Very funny. See you tomorrow then" said Clary, hanging up.

"That went well" said Simon

"Yet again, missions with our favorite angelic assholes. This better work" said Raphael

"Hey, I can't deny that about Jace but Alec and Clary are pretty cool" said Simon

"And since when are you so friendly with Alec Lightwood?"

"He may be my gay mentor" said Simon

"You're what now?"

* * *

><p>AN: Damn, this chapter was a doozy to write. The song Simon sang was "I Could Fall In Love" by Selena Quintanilla. I have a bit of a headcanon Raphael is a fan of hers. And Chayanne.

**Spanish to English:**

**Siempre estoy sonando en ti:** I'm always dreaming in you

**Besando mis labios, acariciando mi piel:** Kissing my lips, caressing my skin

**Abrazandome con ansias locas:** Hugging me with crazy cravings

**Imaginando que me amas:** Imaging that you love me

**Como yo podia amar a ti:** Like I could love you

**Gracias. Lo necisitaba mas de lo que pense:** Thanks. I needed that more than I thought

**Dios mio, para de ser tan imaduro:** My God, stop being so immature


	4. Strategy Meeting Sleepover

**Feel the Tears, Lose the Fears**

**Chapter 4:Strategy Meeting Sleepover**

* * *

><p>Jace, Alec, Magnus, Clary and Isabelle came to the Hotel Dumort just as the sun set, the sky splashed with orange, yellow and purple. When Clary proposed the idea to Jace, she spent a good half hour convincing the blonde shadowhunter that they would be able to outnumber and overpower Camille if they managed to get the vampires on their side: they both mutually wanted to see Camille dealt with as soon as possible and while the vampires had their speed and strength, the shadowhunters had more resources. They entered the hotel warily and were instantly met with bared fangs. Isabelle chuckled at the undead.<p>

"Easy boys, let's not get ahead of ourselves" purred the female Shadowhunter, but Clary and Alec both saw how her body prepared itself for any signs of a struggle. The vampires noticed too, because they backed off. Raphael and Simon took their time to descend from downstairs and greet them, with both boys lips strangely swollen.

"Simon!" exclaimed Clary, instantly hugging Simon. Raphael's stare was cool, but a slow burning rage began to build behind his eyes. Simon noticed instantly and gently peeled Clary off him.

"Hey Clary" he greeted

"You're looking better" said Clary. The scent of her shampoo lingered in the air and Simon waited for his body to react to the scent: Clary always smelled so nice: girls in general did, but anything with Clary tended to get a reaction out of him.

He felt nothing

"Something wrong?" asked Clary, as she noticed Simon frowning

"I'm fine, just thinking about Camille" lied Simon quickly

"There are some spells I took from the Book of the White we could attempt to use on Camille, but most require possessions of her" interjected Magnus, as they all walked to the Hotel's lounge. Raphael spread word quickly and dismissed most vampires: only those with enough experience would be joining them: a total of five vampires.

"Sounds like a plan. But we should focus more on finding exactly where she is" said Raphael. He wouldn't meet Magnus' eyes, with good reason. Sure, he was able to bare himself to Simon with ease but with Magnus, that was an entirely different story. While everyone took a seat, Alec and Jace, ever stubborn, remained standing. Raphael frowned.

"I assure you sitting won't kill you" he said. Warily, the two sat. Isabelle took out a manila folder file from her bag and placed it in the table in front of them.

"This is all the information I've been able to pull up regarding any blood drained mundanes. From what I gather, the police have come to the conclusion however is responsible is on the move" said Isabelle

"But you said-"began Simon, turning to Clary

"Clary's right, the last place we've been able to track her down to is the old factory. Chances are, she thinks it's her best hideout"

"Might as well be. I sent people to investigate her apartments and known hideouts. She hasn't set foot in any" said Raphael

"Are we 100 percent positive that Camille is in the factory?" asked Jace, knitting his eyebrows together

"It's our best bet at the moment" shrugged Simon

"It sounds like a trap. In the time we take to make a plan, she could be setting us up to get blown up or something" said Alec suspiciously

"I doubt Camille has the resources to pull off a trap big enough for everyone. Plus, we vampires are sensitive to any sort of magic. If she tries that, we'll know" said Raphael

"Well, I hate to say this Raphael, but maybe she'll want to just get rid of you" said Jace

"It's true, you usurped her position in the Hotel, chances are, she'll go after you first" said Isabelle. Raphael nodded darkly as Simon pointed out

"Me too! I mean, she was my sire so she might have it out for me too ya know?" said Simon

"At this point, there's fewer people she wouldn't get rid off. But Raphael would most likely be the first one" said Magnus. Raphael blinked hard as Camille's face swam in his mind's eye. Not now, he thought.

"Not to mention even if we are right, she could still have an escape plan ready" said Alec.

"Isn't there just some sort of spell we can use to kill her from a distance?" asked Clary

"Most of the spells wouldn't be strong enough and Camille could recover from them easily" replied Magnus

"What about a spell to cripple her while we take her out?" asked Jace

"Got any voodoo jinxes like those?" asked Simon. Magnus shrugged.

"I'd have to consult the Book again but there is the chance. I'd need a possession of hers if I want any sort of spell to work on her though"

"Some of her old stuff is still in the hotel. I'll have someone drop it off. Use whatever you need" said Raphael. Their rather tense discussion ended when a vampire knocked on the door.

"Raphael, there's a delivery here" he said, looking warily at the shadowhunters.

"What do you mean delivery? We aren't expecting anything?" asked Raphael. A large portion of their wealth came from trading, but Raphael couldn't remember any deliveries being made for today.

"Oh that must be the pizza!" clapped Simon. Raphael gave his adorable boyfriend a look. Clary and everyone else also seemed rather confused.

"I just thought you guys might be hungry" said Simon a bit meekly.

* * *

><p>That's how they soon found themselves sitting in silence, eating pizza. Well, at least the shadowhunters and warlock: Simon managed to only eat one slice before his<p>

body started to reject it. Raphael absolutely refused to partake in the meal, but Simon saw how Clary's pizza slice mysteriously lost a pepperoni slice.

"Remember when we used to eat this all the time?" asked Clary wistfully. Simon smiled: Clary and Simon used to have movie night on Fridays, talking about hopes and dreams while greedily eating pizza. It seemed like a lifetime ago when they were able to just be normal mundane friends. Life was far more complicated now. Simon was a vampire and (bisexual apparently) and now the boyfriend of a 70 year old vampire.

"Yeah" he replied. He looked to Isabelle, Jace and Alec. Did they ever do anything like they did? Have fun at the mall or go out? He could hardly picture Alec having fun, much less Jace. He turned to Raphael: as the leader of the clan, he must have a lot in his plate. A fleeting image of himself, Clary, Raphael, Alec, Isabelle and Jace hanging out together, without any threats of the Shadow World, danced in his mind's eye.

"Simon come with me, I need you to help me find something in the library" said Raphael. Simon nodded and followed Raphael.

When Clary finished the last slice of pizza, she wiped the crumbs off her and got up. She'd been intended to say goodbye, as their reason to meet up was basically done, but, as she opened the door, met something totally unexpected:

Raphael and Simon pressed against the wall, furiously kissing each other.

"Uh…."

"Clary what-oh…." started Jace before his question died in his throat. Alec, from behind Jace, felt the ghost of a smile creep his mouth as Raphael and Simon turned to see the shadowhunters looking shell-shocked at them (except for Alec of course). Isabelle chuckled.

"Well damn, who saw that coming?" she teased.

* * *

><p>"How?" asked Clary<p>

"Well um…I had a sexual awakening?" offered Simon.

"But Raphael?" asked Clary

"Yeah"

Jace seemed more bored than shocked over Simon and Raphael's relationship, while Isabelle stared at them not unlike how someone would stare at puppies.

"They're so cute!" she squealed. Simon and Raphael were holding hands to what she could see, but it was more of Simon holding on to him for support: if he had circulation, it would be cut off right now, though Raphael.

"I love Simon, Clary Fairchild. I certainly didn't plan for it but ultimately, it happened" said Raphael. He was using his professional voice.

"I guess if it makes you happy…then I'm happy" said Clary slowly. Raphael could see how confused she was over the revelation but he didn't care: Simon had feelings for her and she'd been blind about them: she had no right to get mad if Simon finally found someone for himself.

"If you hurt him, I will slay you myself, got it?" said Clary at Raphael. Her eyes burned with protectiveness over Simon, only for Raphael to meet her glare, unfazed.

"If I wanted to hurt him, I wouldn't have helped him turn. Or let you walk out of his hotel alive" warned Raphael. The vampires around them tensed as their leader and Clary came to an understanding: like it or not, they were bound to Simon's afterlife.

"Okay okay, stop it, I'm not Bella Swan, you're not Edward Cullen and Clary you don't have the abs for Jacob Black so let's all just cool down" said Simon, diffusing the situation. Clary got up.

"We should go. But we'll talk" she said. As the shadowhunters (finally) left the Hotel, Raphael relaxed slightly

"Well that went well" said Simon.

"Next time I'll bake cookies and braid each other's hair when we do another shadowhunter vampire sleepover" said Raphael, rolling his eyes and watching as Simon doubled in laughter.

"You're such a sour bat" he smiled, pecking Raphael briefly. The vampire smirked as he followed Simon to his own room.

* * *
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* * *

><p>Simon looked at himself over in the large mirror in his room. He'd woken up early due to feeling unsettled. Sure, he had rage on his side but when he actually faced Camille, an experienced vampire, he wasn't sure if he could kill her, or even land a hit. He put on the most practical attire he could find: black combat boots, comfortable jeans, a breathable white shirt and, once again, one of Raphael's black leather jackets. Sure, he could do without the jacket, but Raphael's scent on it reminded him why he was doing this. Speaking of the devil, said vampire walked in Simon's room, wearing a white t-shirt, black jeans and boots and, of course, a leather jacket<p>

"Don't you look like a shadowhunter" teased Raphael lightly.

Simon smirked and pecked him. He was never going to get tired how Raphael's face lit up when he did that.

"Very funny. Are you ready?" he asked.

Raphael nodded, his grin faded. They weren't going on a date. They were going after the woman who nearly destroyed their chances at happiness.

"I'm good" he said. He was getting even with Camille and stopping her once and for all, PTSD be damned. He managed to sleep peacefully, but he wasn't totally sure if it was him starting to slowly deal with the torture or because he'd been in Simon's arms that day.

"Let's do this"

* * *

><p>As they always tended to do, they met under the cover of night. The Institute was dealing with the power vacuum left behind by Valentine's defeat, so many rouge Downworlders were attempting to form factions to take over. To compensate for the lack of shadowhunters however, there were vampires. Simon saw Clary first: she'd been a little rebellious of the standard jet black clothes her brethren wore and her fiery hair and blue leather were easy to spot. He couldn't blame: she was an art student, at some point when she was normal. She wasn't giving up color for demons any day.<p>

"She's there, I can tell" said Jace as their group reached Raphael and Simon. Magnus was cracking and popping his fingers, preparing himself.

"When you're done with all the ones you can find, find us. Yell if you run into trouble" said Jace as they approached the factory: it wasn't as big as Simon imagined it would be: due to lack of fighting ability but affinity to drawing runes, Clary was placing locking runes on all exits to prevent Camille from escaping, along with Isabelle. Once they were done, they would join the others. In the meantime, everyone else would search for Camille. Setting off, the two girls whipped out their steles as Raphael cautiously opened a door, allowing everyone inside, locking the door behind them.

The factory's broken and useless equipment unsettled Simon, as it only added to how creepy it already was. Raphael gave his shoulder a squeeze to assure him when he noticed Simon's hesitation. Jace, who was in front of them, turned, his eyes gleaming from his blade.

"There's someone ahead" he whispered. He barely turned when a fist nearly collided with him. Magnus sent a blast at the vampire, catching him in the face and, while it was disorientated, Alec fired an arrow, destroying it.

"Must be one of Camille's snacks come back for revenge" said Simon, inspecting the dust briefly.

"Question is how many of them are there" snarled Raphael. He was answered when a trio rushed toward him: the bloodlust in their eyes showed Camille had left them starving and weak. Weapons (and in Magnus' case, eyes and hands) glowing, the shadowhunters and vampires charged forward.

* * *

><p>Clary found another exit rather easily and nodded at Isabelle as she finished with a flourish.<p>

"I think that's all of-" she said. Yells and snarls echoed down the halls of the factory and Clary and Isabelle picked up the pace, adrenaline and runes making them glide. In her rush, Clary didn't notice an expensive heel poking out of a nearby hall and tripped with a crash, blade flying out her hand. Groaning, she got up and saw Camille, in all her undead glory, standing above her. She was still wearing excessive makeup, her hair primed and shiny. She must have fed recently, as she looked rather healthy for a vampire. Clad in a tight red dress, she looked more like she was ready for a dance rather than a fight. Isabelle whirled around as Camille slugged Clary hard in the head and screamed as she lunged, whip in hand. As it wrapped around her bony wrist, Isabelle pulled the vampire forward. Vampire blood spurted out of Camille's nose as Isabelle ruthlessly slammed her elbow on her face. Without missing a step, the vampire ripped the whip out of her wrist, hissing.

* * *

><p>Alec couldn't see where the others had gone off to but he was starting to worry: the vampires seemed to ooze from the shadows, determined to kill them. He sent arrows flying at any vampires: Raphael's idea of having them wear white shirts to tell who was on their side was a smart idea, as he was able to tell who was on his side with ease. Finally, after slicing through a vampire, he spotted Jace: his parabatai meet his gaze, anxious.<p>

"Where are Clary and Izzy?" he yelled.

"I don't know!" he replied, dispatching another vamp.

"I'll go find them!" yelled Simon, speeding off in a blur. Raphael dashed right after him.

* * *

><p>Meanwhile, Izzy, as best as she tried, was not faring as well as she hoped against Camille. Her skin was battered with bruises from the vampire, although she did manage to ruin the latter's dress quite spectacularly.<p>

"Stupid shadowhunter girl, don't you know I'm better?" asked Camille, as she tried to land a kick. Izzy deflected the blow, grabbed her leg and smashed her against a wall as a reply.

"I told you if kept talking like that you wouldn't last" reminded Isabelle.

"Izzy!" yelled a voice. Simon and Raphael appeared in a flash in front of her. Izzy smiled weakly, only for Camille's manicured claw to wrap around her throat and squeeze the air out of her.

"My dear Raphael….how sweet to see you" smiled Camille darkly. She threw the female Lightwood like a rag doll in the floor and effortlessly threw Clary on Raphael and Simon before they could react in time. Camille drew out a large jagged knife as she loomed over Isabelle. She met her eyes, fearless.

"This is what happens to everyone you rely on Raphael!" she declared. Simon lunged, but was beaten by a flash of orange-red.

Isabelle saw the knife coming and then, in a flash, it was Clary's face as she covered Isabelle with her own body, hands on either side of her face. Clary's eyes seemed to get dimmer as Isabelle looked at Clary, eyes searching for life. Camille ripped the knife out of Clary without a second thought and kicked her aside. Clary's body hit a wall with a crack and laid lifelessly in the cold floor, staring at Isabelle with glassy eyes.

* * *

><p>Simon could only see red as Camille's laughter rang in his ears.<p>

"YOU BITCH" he screamed, sending a flurry of fast blows and kicks at the vampiress, without success. Raphael leaped in the battle as well, fangs bared and grabbed her. Simon decked her right across the face with an echoing punch. As Jace, Alec and Magnus approached, Camille, eyes wide, got up and started to run. They couldn't see it, but a smirk danced on her blood red lips.

"Son of a-" snarled Simon as he went after her.

"Simon wait!" yelled Raphael. He turned to the two shadowhunters and warlock.

"Magnus heal the girl" he pleaded.

"We'll-" began Alec in protest. This was their chance to beat Camille and she was escaping.

"Get them out of here, Camille stabbed her, so get to healing now" said Raphael. Jace looked at him with a pained look and nodded. Alec rushed to the girls and instantly took out his stele as the vampire went after Simon and Camille, while Magnus' hands glowed with fire.

* * *

><p>Camille effortlessly leapt off a railing and, after waiting a moment, went down a hallway. Simon charged so fast, he broke through the railing, landed on his feet and headed down the hall. Camille didn't stop running and Simon's thoughts were reduced to his vampiric nature screaming <em>"Vengeance, kill, destroy"<em>

* * *

><p>Isabelle had blood in her face, blooming bruises across her arms and chest and was being restrained.<p>

"LET ME GO!" she screamed.

"Izzy stop! You're too hurt!" yelled Jace, holding her down as Isabelle struggled in vain. Her normally haughty and playful face was wracked with tears and blood as she watched her brother heal Clary as best as he could, aided by Magnus. Clary's black top was lifted, exposing a gaping wound underneath her shoulder blade, blood leaking freely as it did in the wall she was thrown against. As Magnus poured more magic into Clary, the latter drew weak desperate breaths. Isabelle inched closer to Clary, furiously wiping tears.

"Why did you do it! Why!" asked Isabelle furiously, dark eyes searching for an answer. Clary was lying facedown, so she titled her head so one of her green eyes met Isabelle's red rimmed brown.

"Because you would have…done the same for me" grunted Clary, before exhaustion swallowed her. The last thing she saw was Isabelle's tear-stricken face.

* * *

><p>As Simon reached Camille, the latter was poised and ready, bearing a toothy smile. A door was right next to her, yet she didn't seem like she wanted to escape.<p>

"You shouldn't be smiling so much. I'm gonna rip your head off" snarled Simon. Camille ignored him and withdrew a box and opened it to reveal a set of silver cuffs, gleaming in the low light provided in the hall.

"I used these on Raphael and now you're going to be next" said Camille as she pressed a button on the wall next to her and caused a gate to fall from the ceiling, trapping Simon with Camille. As Simon whirled around, Camille chanted, at the same moment Simon leaped at her, fangs bared.

"A buxum de minibus eius!"

What little magic Camille managed to learn paid off, as the cuffs vanished from the box and reappeared on Simon's wrists in a flash. His enhanced speed vanished as a wave of nausea took over his body. His vision spun and Camille's heeled shoe slammed the back of his head as he fell from the air. Hot blood coated his face as he hit the wall with a groan.

"You've just given me Raphael's biggest weakness on a silver platter…or cuffs that is" said Camille as she effortlessly lifted Simon by his hair. She studied him briefly, eyes searching for something

"CAMILLE" roared a voice. Simon watched as Raphael reached him, horror in his eyes as he saw the cuffs. Rage took over.

"Let him go! LET HIM GO!" screamed Raphael, clawing at the gates and trying to rip them open but not even his vampire speed and strength was enough.

"You overthrew me, imprisoned me over this worthless fledgling. If you don't want to pay the price of your insolence, he will. And I won't kill him, you know that. I'll break his mind until there's nothing left and then I'll let you watch as he burns to ash" spat Camille. Slinging Simon over her shoulder, Raphael screamed as Camille, without a backwards glance, opened the door. Glittering purple swallowed the vampire and her prey as Raphael screamed.

* * *

><p>Alec, Magnus and Jace found Raphael kneeling in front of the doorway where Camille vanished, silent and staring ahead, powerless. Red stained Raphael's face as silent tears streamed down his cheeks.<p>

"Raphael!" said Magnus, trying to get the vampire's attention. The warlock cupped his face gently and tried to have him focus on the present.

"What happened?" he asked, eyes searching for Raphael's. The vampire found him.

"She won. She has Simon. She's going to do the same thing she did to me…because…because I love him. Because he's the only thing I care about" sobbed Raphael. Magnus silently embraced his friend, wordlessly holding him.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Review and rate!**


End file.
